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THE LIGHT THAT WAS LORAINNE
by Dan O'Keefe
ne second, I sat alone in my bedroom,
in my wheelchair. I stared out the only
window at a neighbor across the street
_rill~'#!.!\ mowing her lawn. No other physical,
living presence was in the room with
me, yet something was... something. ..
A cyclone of colors swirled in one
comer of the room, vivid blues, oranges, flesh colors,
three dimensional, not a prismed image made from
the sun hitting the bedroom window. For a count of
two, she appeared crystal clear before me, a girl of
around sixteen years old. Her body language told me
that she was afraid. Her eyes pleaded with me for help.
The front door slammed. My brother-in-law, Frank,
was home. The colors that, moments before had been
a girl, separated and swam into the cracks ~f the wall.
. My bedroom door .crashed open, and then my
sister was there, at my side. She stared into my eyes
asked me with her eyes, what's wrong Alan? Can yo~
explain? I must have cried out, although I didn't
remember ~oing it, and, no, I couldn't explain it, not
yet. I was still too excited. I couldn't concentrate on
the right words.
-Are you in any danger, Alan?
-No, I'm fine.
"I'll leave you alone, then," Eileen said out loud.
"Think about what you have to tell me, think about the
right words and the right way to say them, then I'll
come back in."
I nodded. Eileen left me alone to sit in my room
while she made dinner for Frank and her son Todd.
Fr~ w?rked as a C.PA. during the day and studied
at night in hopes of one day becoming a lawyer. Two
year old Todd already knew how to read the picture
books Eileen brought for him from Safeway, knew
how l? add, and knew how to ask seemingly innocent
questions that stunned with their maturity and intelligence. I couldn't remember a day when Eileen wasn't
a part of my life, there to feed me, help me to the
bathroom, wash and press my clothes. She spent more
time with me th~ she did with her own son most days,
and that wasn't ngbt. I felt certain there was talk of
putting me in an institution, which was better for
e~eryone re~y, but especially for Eileen. Only at
night, when 1t was dark and the house was silent, did
the fear of waking up and having no one soul close
nearby to share my nightmares with clutch at my heart
until I felt choked.

Again, a day later, I felt the sensation of not being
alone in my room, although this time the sensation
woke me up out of a drugged, mid-morning sleep. I
saw, from the light outside of my bedroom window
dawnlight and streetlight, her hair aglow like ~
orange flame. She stared at the high school diploma
that hung from the wall, my high school diploma.
Frank showed it to whoever.stopped by the house, and
then told them about how Eileen had to turn the pages
of my schoolbooks for me because, at the time, we
couldn't afford a mechanical page turner, and about
how I had to fight letters onto a felt readerboard.
They'd fall all over themselves blubbering on about
how proud they were of me, and if their own children
would show only one tenth of that kind of initiative
and blah, blah, blah.
'
Which meant that they didn't understand. How
surprised they'd be to learn how much I'd love to crawl
over to my diploma and rip it to shreds between my
fing~rs and t~th. Initiative.had.nothing to do with my
getung that diploma I studied six hours a day for eight
years so that I could stuff that diploma up the asses of
everyone, anyonewho had ever held back their smirks
as .they l?Oked at my twisted body or who, worse,
lavished liberallyand lovinglywith their tongues while
daggering me to death with pity from their eyes.
How could I communicate with her? One word,
a clear, articulate, "Hello." would be enough to let her
know that I wasn't afraid, that I was friendly and
wanted to get to know her better, yet I couldn't do it.
I didn't talk so much as I barked, low and harsh like a
walrus. I'd scare her. She would disintegrate before
my eyes, perhaps this time never to return, and so I
said nothing. I pretended to be asleep rather than
watching her lovely, mist-like form stare at my
diploma until the sleeping pills got another grab on
me, draggingme back with them into a soft, black cave.
After dinner the next day, I asked Eileen for my
felt readerboard and box of letters. She came in with
dessert after dinner and asked, "What's that you've
been slaving away all day on, Alan? Let me see."
I reacted by throwing my body over the readerboard and garbling, panic-stricken,"No! No!"
"Oh." Eileen backed away as if I'd tried to bite off
her finger. "Well ... • Hurt and confusion crossed her
features."I'm sorry. I didn't mean to .. ."Then, understanding, acceptance. • ... pry."
The message: I HAVE CEREBRAL PALSY.
MY NAME IS ALAN KUEHN. DON'T BE
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AFRAID. IWANTTOTALKTOYOU.
YOU? PLEASE. PLEASE.

WHO ARE

I forced myself awake several times that night, but
I never saw her. A week passed. I kept the message
out where she could see it, yet the woman never
reappeared.
I didn't wake up completely the night she finally
returned. Dreams still danced in one corner of my
mind while the other corner perceived the reality of
my bedroom, the reality of the felt readerboard to the
right of me, the diploma on the wall, as well as the
reality of the girl sitting next to me on the bed. She
whispered with a voice like musical teardrops into my
ear. She told me about her life, although it wasn't so
much that she told me as much as we re-experienced
it together in the dream corner of my mind.
Her name was Lorainne.
I watched Lorainne run, always running, even as
a child running, running even as she crawled., crawled
into the kitchen cupboards for attention., drew stick
people on the television screen for attention., drank a
bottle of hair rinse for attention. Lorainne Sarah
Churchill, no relation, a darling inf ant, a loud child,

an overdeveloped pre-teen, a sensuous teen-ager, always on the move, to dances in middle school where
nobody danced, to pajama parties, to rides in rusty
Volkswagens with older men, high school men with
acne and unclipped fingernails that pinched
Lorainne's skin, to dances in high school where
everybody danced, to keg parties that roared until
dawn, to rides in Triumphs with older men, college
men who wore after shave and could peel away clothes
like a wrapper from a candy bar, all of it a nerve-ending tingle, the rush of sex, the rush of drugs, the rush
of rushing through school, through dinner at home
with frowning parents, then into jeans and blouse and
out the front door with a date, always in a hurry as
she'd been since birth, always rushing, hurry, go.
Hot, humid sum.mer night. Even going eighty
miles an hour in a M.G.B., the breeze was hot, twisted
Lorainne's hair like devil's breath. She dug her toes
into the carpeting on the passenger's side of the car.
Lorainne told Adam that he was drunk, so Adam
polished off a tenth of Southern Comfort in one gulp
to prove he was as sober as she was. Lorainne told him
he was too drunk to drive a car, so Adam thundered
through a back alleywayat top speed to prove he could
handle a car just fine. Lorainne pleaded with Adam
to please, please slow down on the twisting oceanside
highways because there was an accident at least once
a week, so Adam giggled drunkenly as he weaved
between the trucks, campers and motorcycles, his foot
down full on the gas pedal.
One in particular, a forty-five degree turn that
overlooked a cliff as tall as a ten story building. Eileen

The Mythic Circle #11,pg. 24

made that turn twice a week the summer I took yoga
therapy. I'd alwayswondered what it'd be like to miss
the turn and sail over the side.
Adam died instantly. Lorainne, furious that this
was to be her last life experience, took the long ride
down with her eyes wide open and her fingers welded
to the dashboard of the M.G.B. It was all quite fascinating, really. It was almost as if the car was the
stationary thing, and that the cliffs, the ocean., and the
stars spun irrationally. In one, lucid moment Lorainne
sat suspended in empty space and saw clearly the
purple cliffs, the ocean., black and trembling like
something alive, and green sky, centerpieced by a
proud, grinning yellow moon. The engine exploded,
and the car engulfed itself in flames. Lorainne felt the
hot caress along her legs and the back of her body. She
watched the sea swirl up to her, and she kept her eyes
wide open, waiting to see it all, the white-bright impact, the moment of death, the... the ...
It seemed that all I did was blink, but when I
opened my eyes again I was back in my own bed,
Lorainne gone. I felt chilled. Goosebumps made my
skin tight, in spite of the fact that my bedroom window
was closed, not open. I spent the rest of the night all
the next day thinking about the intensity of some
people's lives, and how quickly those lives can soap to
a stop.
Eileen brought in dessert with the medication
after dinner, a bowl of fresh strawberries and cream.
I let her feed me rather than mess my pajamas feeding
myself. I swallowed my last bite, cleared my throat,
then concentrated on each of the five words I had to
say. Please, I prayed, if I never say another clear word,
allow this one sentence to escape my mouth legibly.
"I want to move, Eileen."
Her eyes spoke to me as they did when we were
children., the two youngest in a family of eight, the
central focus of each other's life. We took our mutual
love for granted. Being children, we were too young
to realize how rare it was. We spoke and listened to
each other's eyes, the perfect secret language. We told
jokes under our family's noses at dinner. We conversed to our heart's content in the living rooms of
boring relatives. We gossiped until long after bedtime,
and we never made a sound.
She askedme with her eyes, whyAlan? I know you
must get bored sitting in this room sixteen hours a day,
and we haven't been spendingthe time together that we
used to, butyou have to understand that I'm busy myself
these days seeing that Todd is raised properlyand that
my home is run as well as it can. I don't ignoreyou on
purpose. I don't resent the fact that you live here.
That's right, you do have a familyto raise, and I'm
tired of being in the way all the time. This is your house,

your family. I want something that's mine. I can't grow
in this room.
I'm scared. Even as you've depended on me, I've
depended on you. I can't remember a day when you

weren't a part of my life.
It will be hard for both of us.
I love you.
I love you, my darlingsister.
Eileen climbed into my lap and curled like a kitten
in my arms. We rested like that for several minutes,
motionless, relaxed, comforted by each other's
bodies.
Hey Eileen, remember the time we got lost at the
parade, and the fat man with the balloons gave us ice
cream until Mom found us? Remember when you
broughtyour bestfriend home to meet the family, and I
spit roast beef on her because I was so jealous?
I remember. We wereyoung then, young.
Eileen must have tucked me in, because I only
remember falling asleep, not climbing into bed. I woke
to the sensation of fur caressing my toes and bare legs.
I felt no blankets on the bed. The sensation rose until
all of my lower body felt the warmth. Colored mists
tickled my body in places and in ways no being of flesh
ever could. What looked like a red flame danced over
my bead. Lorainne smiled down at me. She sank down
onto me until her liquid, blue eyes filled my vision, and
I wanted to wade in her eyes, and I did wade in her
eyes, and when I finished I swam to shore where
Lorainne waited for me in a field of cool grass. The
sky was pink and glittered with star clusters. She sat
with her legs extended to the right, her body propped
with her left hand.
I stood before her, firm on two feet without the
aid of a wheelchair. For the first time in my life, I had
total control over every nerve and muscle in my body.
1 said, in a voice as clear as neon, each word enunciated perfectly, "How can you do this? This is impossible."
"I don't have much time, Alan. You're here because I admire you, and because I think you're special," She pulled me down next to her on the grass. "If
you want to leave, just tell me."

We kissed. Her lips were as soft as warm lather. I
told her with my eyes, I'm intimidated because you're
so lovely. I want to impress you. I want you to like me.
"I already like you, and why don't you talk out
loud?"
"You won't explain any of this, will you?"
"You'll find out all about it soon enough.
Everyone does,"

"Is it really that frightening? The first day I saw
you, you looked petrified,"
"Just a little initial panic, is all. I scared myself
more than anything else. You helped me realize that."
"I did? You helped me too, Lorainne. •
"I did?" We both laughed We kissed again. I
memorized the taste of her mouth and how her body
felt pressed against mine. I filled myself with the
tender sensations of our lovemaking. Afterwards,
Lorainne held the sides of my head so that I could do
nothing but look into her eyes, and I stared into her
eyes, and I felt that I could wade ...
Pins of morning sunlight dug into my eyes. I found
myself back in my own bed. Eileen fluttered in with a
break.fast tray in her arms. "Sorry, all out of grapefruit.
How does a melon sound?"
I rent a unit at a home for the disabled now, more
of a school really, a sort of live-in institution of higher
learning for the handicapped. I have my own room for
when I desire privacy, a recreation area for when I
desire the company of friends. Eileen comes by at least
once a week and is constantly on the phone with me
about one thing or the other, when she can reach me.
When I have a nightmare now, I delve within myself,
examine the fear,then purge it from myself. It is my
body, my fear. There's no one who can handle it better
than me.
On nights like this, however, when the sunset is so
awesome, and pink clouds seem to swirl around the
fading sun, I am reminded of the pink universe and the
light that was Lorainne. I get so filled with emotion,
with longing and gratitude, I'm not sure I can bear it.
This time, I figured I might as well just get out my felt
readerboard and get the story down once and for all.
Q
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